HIA1YAJUTIC   SIGNPOST

pleased   with   the   reverence   with   which   we   treated   their prophet's
resting-place.

We now retraced our steps and later in the afternoon turned into the
Wadi Ser where we camped for the night in a wide open space where twc
other wadis joined the Ser. Our road next morning led northwards when
vegetation changed to a waste of stones, a few bushes and a little cultivatec
sesame. Gradually we drew into the narrower part of the wadi and reachec
the Wadi Latakh with the tiny village of Al Had in its mouth. Near-b)
was the tomb of a weli or saint, and we came on a rough Himyaritic inscrip-
tion on a massive boulder standing upright at the side of the wadi. Sc
far we had followed the route that the Bents had trodden in January, 1894
and here was the inscription or signpost which Mrs* Bent describes anc
which was the furthest point that the Bents reached. The seal had, nc
doubt, removed some stones since they passed this way, and the huts oJ
Al Had may Have been rebuilt, but it is plain that litde else had changed
in the forty years that had passed since they, too, photographed this
inscription. I could not make out the word masabam (caravan road)
though a mint and some bos appear on it. Still it looked as fresh as it musi
have done to them, though the last to read its directions had perhaps passed
that way more than a thousand years before.

Shortly after leaving the Himyaritic signpost we turned right into the
Wadi Sodaf and entered the Sei'ar country. Sand, stones, sumr and harma!
seems an adequate description of our way. For some distance the wadi wai
wide, but hi its upper reaches it naturally narrowed and, with each successive
junction with its tributaries, the Crack, which had at first been smooth anc
firm, deteriorated and became so stony that we could not ride.

Now and then we passed small caravans of Sei'ars on their way to Shibarc
carrying 'elb trunks, charcoal, and saf (Hyphaene thebaica (L) Mart,} foj
making mats. Whenever caravans cross all members exchange greetings
as they pass. It is a pleasant custom and 3 always enjoyed the handshake anc
the word exchanged. The beduin dap their right hands together with $.
loud smack and make a kissing noise. Usually no time is lost over thes*
salutations but Suleiman generally stopped to talk, with the result that the
whole caravan was often held up. Our camelmea were the noisiest wid
whom we had ever travelled. They were safely in their owa country, free
to shout and sing to their hearts' content. As the wadi narrowed, the voice
echoed from the steep walls.

A Few hours* journey beyond the last tiny village called Dar Sodaf oui
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